




TheTrsgedietf 

Godfaue King vnkingd Richard faies, 

And fend himmany yccres of Sun-lhines daies. 

What more renuinesT 
.WwrA. No more, but thatyou read 
Thefe accufatjons, and thefe gricuous crimes. 
Committed by your perfon, and your followers, 

Againft the (late and profite of this Land ; 

That by confeffing them, the foules of men 
May deemethityou are worthily depofde. 

Rich. Muft 1 doefo? andmuft Iraucllout 
My Weaud vp Folly, gentl e, Northumberland i' 

If thy offences werevpon record. 

Would it not fhame thee in fo faire a troope, 

To read a ledureof them, if thou wouldft. 

There Ihouldft thou find one hainous Article, 
Containing the depofing of a King, 

And crackiugthe ftrong warrant of an Oath, 
Marktwithablot,damdinthe bookcof heauen: w 

Nay of you that %nd and lookevpon, 

Whilft that my wretchcdrielTe doth bate my felfe j 
Though fomeofyou (with r PUate ) virafh your hands, 
Shewing an outward pittie, yet you Pilates, 

Haue heere deliuered me to my fowre Crofle, 

And water cannot wadi away your finne. 

North. My Lord difpatch, read ore thefe Articles, 
Rich. Mine eyes are full of tearcs, I cannot fee 5 
And yet fait water blinds them not fo much, 

But they can fee a fort of T raitors here : 

Nay, if I turnemineeiesvpon my felfe, 

I fi nd my felfe a Traitor with the reft j 
For I haue giuen here my foules confent 
To vndeckethc pompous body of a King } 

Made gloriebace, and Soueraigntiea flauc; 

Proud Maieftie a fubied, State a peafant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord ofthine,thou haught infultingman 
Nor no mans Lord $ I haue no name, no title, 
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Richard the Second. 

. „,fhat name was giuen me at the Font, 

N° n . ctffurpt; alacketheheauieday 
That 1 hauewomefo many Winters out, 

• 1 know not now, what name to call my felfe, 
nit I were a mockerie King of Snow, 

? , d [ n o before the funne of Bultogbrookty 
Tomekmy felfe away in water drops. 

GoodKing, great King; and yet not greatly good, 

And if ni v name be ttarlmg,yet in England 
Let it command a mirrour hither ftraitc 
That it may Ihcw me what a face 1 haue, 

Sinceitisbanckrout of his Maieftie. 

Bui. Go fome of you and fetch a look ing-glallc, 

North, Read ore this paper while the Glalfe doth come. 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me ere I come to Hell, 

Bvl. Vrge it no more, my Lord Northumberland, 

North. The commons will not then be fatisfied. 
iJirh. They (hall be fatisfi ed, lie read enough, 

When I doe fee the very Booke indeed. 

Where all my fumes arc writ, and that's my felfe, 
Giuemetheglafle: no deeper wrinkles yet ? 

Hath forrow ftroke fo many blowes vpon this 

Faceof mine.and made no deeperwounds? . . . : 

Oh flattering Glalfe, like to my flollowcrs in profpcntiel 

AVas thisthe face that cucry day vnder his 

Houfhold roofe did keepe ten thoufand men J 

Was this the face that faaft fo many follies, 

Andwasatlaft outfaaft by Bullmgbrookel 
A brittle Glorie (hineth in this face. 

As brittle as the Glorie is the face. 

For there it iscrackt in a hundred ftiiuers * 

Markefilent King themorallofthis fpor, 

Howfoone my lorrow hathdeftroyd my face. 

j T he ihadow ofyour lorrow hath deftroyd 
The (hadow of your face. 

Rich. Say that againe: the Ihadow of my forrow*, 

Halets fee :tis very true, mygriefe 
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